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CROW’S WING
A Strange Story of a Horse

BY WILL ALLEN DROMGOOLE.

He was not my bhorse. Or if he was, he was
mine only io the sense in which one claimed the
ghosts and traditions of his ancestors. He was
my grandfather’s horse; and he was the blackest
horse, I bave heard the old man say, that ever
bore hoof. And he was the prankiest horse, I
bave beard my grandfatbher’s blacksmith eay,
that ever castshoe. And baving received testi-
mony from these, the mos} intimate sequaint-
snces of the animal, I have settled it satisfacto-
rily in my own mind that be was the most won-
derful horse that ever wore bit.

In color, as I said, he was black; black asa
erow. In speed he was swifter than & bird on
the wing. And it was owing to bis color and
bis fleetoess that my grandfather called him
Crow's Wing.

Hercales, the blacksmith, however, called him
Go Devil. The animal, strange to say, respond-
od, in horse fashion, 1o be sure, to either name;
sod morsover was known through all the eoun-
try round about both as Go Devil and Crow’s
Wisg. That name being used according to the
speaser's fesling for the beast His admirers
called Bim Crow's Wing, while his enemies
would follow his fleet feet with a jealous eye,
snd swear the brute was aptly named, since he
did ge like the very devil himself.

Just why my grandfather loved this horse I
have never been able to understand. But sinee
the ereature made his exit from the world a
quarter of & century previous to my debut in-
to it, there are doubtiess many things connseted
with his strange and adventurous career that I
have never been able to wunderstand. And

. doubtless, too, horses, like men, in dying earry
their good qualities with them, leaviog the evil

behind, as a sort of vengeful legacy to human-
ity.
- But that the old man—he was a youog man
when Crew's Wing came into his possession—
did love his black horse is not to be denied. One
proof of it is in the portrait of him which hang
for forty years in my grandfather’s drawing-
room, and for more than half as many years in
my own mother’s hallway, and may even yet be
found somewhers amoog the rubbisk in my own
garret, where my wife has stored it. That it is
in the garret [ am quite certain, for it was but
yesterday that I heard my oldest daughter,
Seraphins Beatrice, order the kitchem boy to
sverhaul it and cut away the canvas in order
that she might utilize the frame for some erazy
work upon which she was puiting some fancy
stitches.

The picture was a fine thing in its day, a very
fine thing Though the colors were too somber
for the artistic eye of my daughter Eeatrice,
snd three chromos of unussal size and sbhadiog
baog in the spacs formerly given my grand-
fatber’s legacy.

But in his day—my grandfatber's—I bave
hesard that wen rode ten miles to see the por-
trait of Crow's Wing. He was drawn life size,

as the old man ordered, without bit or bridle,
bis black mane trailing from his bowed neck,
and bis biack tail litted the merest hint. His
wicked eyes wore wide open, and his greal nos-
trils were distended sod swollen. is black
bide shooe like like a satin pillow, and his flanks
were splofched with foam. There was foam
upon his meuth and nostrils, and a white froth
flecked his fore Jegs, aa if he had but lately
tossed his maguificent head in flery defiance.

Iodeed defiance was painted as plainly in the
orm, position and general effect as waa the fig-

re itself. )

Oniy, that the expression in the animal’s face
was one so subdued, gentle, and altogetber ten-
der that the beholder exelaimed upon it in won-
der.

The secret was soon explained Under the
black devil's mane, restivg upot his glorious
throat, was a hand, a five white hand that
seemed to have but suspended a caress while the
painter drew it

It was my grandfather's hand: and so long as
it rested upon his biack throat Crow's Wing was
as submissive as & woman to the band of her
lover.

This was the original design, as my erandfath-
or ardered it But it is not an exaet deseription
of the picture that huae in his drawing-room.
It was the blacksmith who ordered the altera-
tion, in my grandfather’s name,

It was just after Crow's Wing bad bad “'z sit-
ting” and my erandfather, withdrawing his
wand from the rebe’lious throat, commanded
flercvles, the smith, tolead him to the shop and
replace the shoe he had cast while setting forth
bis objections 1o being put upon canvas.

But no soover was he left aloce with Hercules
than be od at cnce—as Hearcules himself
declared—""t0 show the devil in him.”" He
suorted snd reared, and drew his great body in
2!l manner of distertions snd contortions, and
Bnally he planted his forefeet upon the earth
and flatly refused tostir. It was in wain that
the blackemith sweat and swore. Crow's Wing
was a8 firm as the rock upon which the smith
swore he had taken root.

Fearing to disobey the commands laid upon
him Hercules called a boy from the shop and
baltered the beast at the place of his own choos-
iog; after which he brought shoe, shears and
hammer and shod him.

“““The other hoof needs one as bad, ye ugly
beast,” be said, “'but sinee ye have no mind 10
come into my shop ye can go bareloot, ye son of
a devil; go.”

Theo he removed the halter and started across
the sward toward his shop. And, would you
believe 1t! the horse dropped his bead in a half-
saucy, haif-triumphant “I-got-you,” and meekly
followed the blacksmith into his workshop.

There he cut the wildest of capers; he sniffed
at the flary forge and made noearthiy sounds, in
time and piteh with the roar of the smith's great
bellows.

“What makes him7" asked the startled shop
band; and the blacksmith answered, “"Because
he's come from heil and thinks be's home again.”

However, Hercules shod the otber foot ungra-
clously, with the io-no-wise complimentary as-
surance that he woun!d enjoy infinitsly more to
bave the defiant head on his anvil under his iron
bammer. 1t was then the Crow’s Wiog played
the knave. At the momentthe last pail was
driven and the [ree foot touched its native heath
be dropped bhis grand, wicked bead and bit the
biacksmith on the arm that wielded the iron
bammer.

The next instant he was gone—gone like a
black breath from hades.

The smith aveoged himself 10 & most singular
maaner. [e called upon the painter engaged
to make the portrait, and delivered
the order, as from  hie master, my
grandfather, that the foam upon Crow's Wing's
flanks and forelegs be substituted with fire, and
* that flame ba made to issue from the greas
 motrils and set a gleam in the eyes of the brute.
: And it was doae; and when 1t was done my
graodfather swore. Swore as only a well-bred
rutlcmn can swear. [e swore by all that was

oly and all that was not—by all gods and - all
devile—thms there never was a painter and there
never was a horse so wonderful as this painter
and this horse.

“Damme! bus it's glorious'” he would execlaim
Gty times a day. Finally he swore by Hercules
bimeelf that the animal “looked like a devil with
the spirit of a god.”

And indeed it was a maguificent thing in its
day. The flame from the ereat nostrils ereep-
ing up to the roots of the jetty mane and plant-
ing » red spark in either black eye, while bails
of living fire dropped upon his forelegs withous
so much as singing one satin black hair.

My grandfather swore the picture was that of
an aocimal dropped from Olvmpus. Though
Hercules swore it had more the bearings of one
come from bell, I am suretkat it Hercules spoke
truly, Crow's Wiog served in his infernal home
in po humbler capacity than as ehariot drawer
te Pluto bimeelf

The expression of the countenance was un-
changed, docile, gentle, loving. The white band,
balf hidden by the biack mane, scemed only the
more suggestive in comparison with the fire-
breathing nostrile. .

My grandfather was beside himself. For
three days he employsd himseif in studying the
wonderful portrast, and endeavoring to devise
some means by whieh to reliove himseif in part
of the great obligation bearing upon him there-
for.

At the #nd of the third day he calied Hercules
into his drawing-room and with great fore.
tLough ted him with ope dozen of the
best volumies in bis library, and bade him make
s scholar of himself in keepiog with the penius
with which natare hsd endowed him. He also
vave bim with great geunerosity a sfit of clothes

~consisting of & cutaway and doublet, em-
roidersd in guaint designs of the most delicata
pold braid, A pair of trousers of an earlier date
ad & cocked hat of unusual dimensions. He
_ forther bade bim make & gentleman of himself
by clothing as a gentieman of aste.

Which advice Hereuies followed faitafully as
far ae the blacksmith shop, where for tweive
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montbs he lighted his fire with the twelve good
volumes, and stopped an untold number of un-
comfortable cracks with the gold-braided cut-
away, to say nothing of the broken window-
pane effcctually healed with the soft feit of the
volumioous hat.

My grandfather was a youngz man then; a
young man and a gallant one. A patriotic man.
It was but natural that he should serve in the
war. Though it is somewhat strange that the
Revolution should have come at the moment
when my socestor’s gallantry and patriotism
were at the flood. He enlisted, as also did
Crow's Wing. And if my grandfather was a
Colonel, Crow’s Wing was no less than General,
for be commanded my grandfather’s movements
as certainly as my grandfather commanded the
movements of his men.

When my grandfather enlisted, m¥y grand-
mother, pretty young dear, was heart-broken.
Even hard old Hereules, when he heard the
'I‘).o:i-l.. entreated my grandfather not to ride Go

But it was useless. My grandfather wasa
gentleman, every inch, and a patriot. A blind
man would bave sworn it, could he have seen
him step out on the east piazza with the jealous
sunligbt eatchiog at the silver buckles upon his
knees and on the side of his new coeked hat.

There were white ruffles upon his shirt front
and st his wrist. The Iatter showed quite con-
spicuous when he drew off his yellow buckskin
in order to bid my grandmother good-bys. My
ancestor was a gallant gentleman; he lLifted my
grandmeother's dainty little fingers to his lips
and reversntly commended her to the care of
the soldier's God.

She, poor frightened dear, cluag to his bosom
until ber tears quite limbered the pretty rufiles
of his shirt bosom. And when he had mounted
ate threw bherself upon Crow's Wing's neck and
buried her face in bis black mane.

The horse, submissive to but ore hand, threw
up his haughty bead and made ready for we-
bellion. But my bravegrandmotber laid her right
hand firmly upon the silver bit and drew the

roud head down until the nostriis touched her
reast. Then she pat her lips to his ear, and
while her left hand gently stroked his face she
whispered:
*sear him safe, gpood Crow’s Wing "

My erandfather was so delighted at this proof
of courage and affection that he dismounted to
embrace his wife sgain and to swear that her
heroism was worthy the wife of a soldier of the
revolution, and tha: her tenderness entitled her
to the name she was soon to bear—that of
mother.

£o0 my grandfather rode off to the war with
the sunlight on his buekles and in his eyea. But
the sunlight could not blind bim to one picture
that followed him ever. The vision of an angry,
biack war horse chafing sad fretting, acd a very
small white hand that clune to a shining silyer
bit A woman’s band, & very beautiful hand,
and very white it shone against the steed’s
satiny black.

My graodfather saw it many times; sometimes
at midoight when the battle was suspended for
& moment.

“Bear him safe good Crow's Wipg.”

The shot flying over ths battle-field sung the
words, and the bursting shell screamed them in
his ear, while the little hand npon Crow's Wing's
bit dragged him back from peril,

Many, many times did my grandfsther see
that.

— —

1I.

Those were troublesome times. My auecestor
bere his part and fought hi& best.

But for all his eourage and patriotism, I have
heard him say be would hare come off the
batile-field foot foremoat long befcre the batile
of Yorktown bat for Crow's Wing.

My grandfather pever wearied of talking
about the war; but be loved to speak of the
battle of Yorktown. Not of the daogers he had
passed, so much as the part Crow’s Wing
played in the great historie engagement And
sruly it is well worthy the telling.

There bad been a tremendous fight, and my
grandfather's regiment had been ordered toa
position somewhat to the right of the mainarmy,

Crow's Wing was a regular war-devil. He un-
derstood the meaning of each military signal as
woll as the best-trained soldier on the fleld. At
the sound of the reveille he would throw up his
magonificent head and eharop upon his bit impa-
tientto be off. He would fairly danee to the
belching of the cannon; and his huge nostrils
would swell and guiver whenever hls wicked eye
beheld the smoke of the battle-fleld. And when
the bucle announced the battie ended he would
drop his proud head until the black mane swept
the earth, and slowly take his way back to
camp, like s king weary of court. But so long
as a gun was fired or a cannon discharged, that
rebellous head was not lowered one inch. He
was & warrior, Crow's Wing was; a right royal
warrior, that might with hooor have followed
the fortuces of Cortez in nis crusade against the
infidels.

Yet there was cue time when Crow's Wing
played the coward, or at least my ancestor sus-

pected him of cowardice at the moment. That
was at the battle of Yorktowa.
I said, bad

been ordered to s certain pesition
phtlhuﬁ-'-:sd the ww

gained it, my an eestor thought to push on to a
slightly higher position, one whiech, though
dangerous, would be of great advantage to the
regiment. He determined to ride on alone and
reconnoiter hefore advancing the regiment.

But Crow's Wing was equally determined not
to advance further into the enemy’s power. No
sooner did he understand thy point he was ex-
pected to make than he threw up his head in his
old rebellions manner, and planting his fore-
feet firmly, absolutely refused to go. My
grandfather coaxed and entreated, but
the obstinate Crow's Wing refused te go
a foot further from the main body of the
regiment. It was near nightfall, and the smoke,
together with the gathering twilight, rendered
it almost as dark as midaight. My grandfather
had pever struck his proud steed and had never
spoken barshly to him: but at this momeunt he
was greatly tempted to bring his spurs in con-
tact with the stubborn flank.

He leaned forward to learn if peradventure
some obstacle, unseen in the uncertain light,
hindered the animal's advance, when his eye be-
held that which caused him to whirl and galiop
back to his regiment. That which he saw was a
white hand eripped upon the silver bit, dragging
the black war-horse backward.

““Bear him safe, good Crow's Wing.” A shell
passing over his shoulder hissed the words in
his ear.

But fly as he would, the shos flew faster, and
before the point of safety could be reached
Crow's Wiong stood riderless beside a little hill-
ock upon which lay my brave granafather with
a bullet in his breast.

He was not dead, however, for aftera while he
put out his hand and stroked the black steed's
bended throat.

*“Was 1t you or your mistress, my beauty? he
asked, and the glorious bead was rubbed against
the bheart of its wounded master, until the sol-
diers came to bear him from the battle-field.

One laid his hand upon the horse’s bit; but
Crow's Wing threw up his wicked head, as if he
would serve the presumptuous one as he served
Hercules the day he had burned to have that
saume head under his iron hammer.

The soldier drew back.

“You he-devil,” be hissed; and would have left
the animal to his fate. Bot my egrandfather,
from his pailet in the hospital-wagon, lifted his
hand and beckoned, and Crow's Wing, with
bowed neck and proud step. followed the ambu-
lance from the battle-fie 2.

The beast was gifted with foresight: my grand-
father swore it wasso. He had saved his mas-
ter's life more than once by refusing to carry
bim into perilous places, as atthe battle of York-
town. But one of the strangest of his many
stranga capers was one performed while my
grandfather was still an inmate of the hospi‘al
for the Yorktown wounded.

It was one hour past midnight and three min-
utes on to the next hour. My grandfather was
xniu positive as to the time, for he had but just

rawn his silver time-piace from beneath his
pillow, and still held it open when a slight noise
at the window, near his cot, attracted his atten-
tion. Something brushed across the shutter, as
if in the effort to unfasten it. My grandfather
listened. It was June, and the broad sash was
raised. Something or some one was trying to
get in. My graodfather looked around atthe
white cots, some with blood-spattered pillows,
all with weary and dying occupants, It would
be eruel to rouse them from their blessed for-
gotfulness. He turned his face to the window
and half whispered, "Hist! Who is there!

A low whinney was the answer. My grand-
father reached with his left band, it being the
one nearer Lhe window, and unfastened tha
shutier.

There, black against the white moonlight,
stood Urow's Wing, at his throat a small white
hand, grasping the gleaming Lit with all its frail
strength.

“‘Bear him safe, good Crow's Wing.”

The hero of Yorktown swooned as the night
wind whispered the words through the opea
window.

It was in vain that the nurses endeavored to
convinee my ancestor that the wound in his
breast was healing. He swore he was to die,
Crow's Wing bad brought the message, and
Crow's Wing never lied.

Yet for all the biack prophat’'s prediztions the
next twenty-four hours still bore witness tomy
ancestor's improvement. In a vague way he be-
gan to suspeet the prophet up to some wicked

rank, some underhsnd mancuvre to get home.

ome! My grandfather’s head left the damp
hospital pillow. What had happened at home
that no message bhad come to bim! He would
ssk for bis letters in the moraing. And just as
he had maid it something brushed the shutter
and rattled it. My grandfather flung it wide at
once, and thers again stood Crow's Wing with
the hand upon his bit. He thrust his black bead
within the window, and uttered one ery, so
shrill and piercing, sc altogether unearthly,
that the wounded soldiers sat up and shuddered,
and even the dying opened their eyes and
groaned,

My grandfather turned and confronted the
lntgmod attendant. A

“*Briog me my clothes,” he commanded; “m
wife is dyiog.” >, E

Tea minutes later he was in the saddle astride
of Crow's Wing, and that strange creators was

crossing the country like a black meteor. And
all the while the white hand guided the bit, and
the click of hurrying hoofs repeated the admoni-
tion:

“‘Bear him s.nfe, good Crow’s Wing.”

My grandfather reached home only in time to
receive my grandmother’s last embrace, and to
receive from her hand the gift thst was to sup-
g]y. if might be, ber placein his empty beart

he gift was her daughter, and my own mother,
then a child of eight summers.

Il

The Revolution was accomplished. A re-
public was born. But before the birth pangs of
a nation had ceased its sound the wails of un-
certain motherhood my grandfather had settled
down to the quietude of middle age. He had
secn the surrender of Cornwallis and knew the
Republic was born. He had heard the maternal
groans of Great Britain lamenting not so much
the birth of the infant republic as the coveted
privilege, denied her, of nursing it at her own
breast.

The after petty squabbles were as nothing to
my aocestor. For him the war ended, as in-
deed it ended, with the great battle of York-
towp. He was a country gentleman again, and
gave his attention, I have heard, together with
his affection, to his home, his daughbter and his
horse.

His love for his daughter increased each day;
his affection for Crow's Wing never changed.

And, while the child grew more gentle and
more womanly each day that my grandfather
grew more feeble and fanciful, Crow’s Wing was
the same black, flery devil, gubmissive to but
one band. The years made but slight impres-
sion on the strange, foresighted beast. My
grandfather used to swear he had been dipped,
like the son of Peleus and Thetis, in the river
Styx, and that time had no power, even as
malice had no might against the black steed’s
vitality, Nesither controlled time the animal's
affection: Crow's Wing's love for his master was
uochangeable.

Indeed, the feeling between master and horse
was something surpassing the affection I bave
kvown to exist between human beings of mueh
nearer relationship than my ancestor and his
horse.

To the last days of hislife! Crow's Wing took
from no hand but my grandfather's. No hand
but his dared clip a fore or put & shear upon a
fetlock. To the last day of his life! The last
day! Ah! there is peither man nor reecord can
tell whea or where that last day was. His giv-
ing out was as strange and incomprehensible as
bis life bad been. My grandfather said solemn-
ly the animal’s heart was broken. Hercuoles de
clared with equal solemnity that it was my an-
cestor’s heart whieh was broken, and that Crow’s
Wing bad merely returned to the devil as he
was bidaen aod had doubtless resumed the sery-
jce of the master he had never euntirely re-
pounced.

Yet, it was strange, the animal’s exit, strange
and incomprehensible; and thus are many ineci-

®dents which go to prove that my grasdfather
did not err in supposioe the heart of his favorite
broken. And reasoning from similar premises
there is large room to doubt the conclusion of-
fered by Hercuiles, that Crows Wing bhad re-
turned to the service of the enemy of mankind.
Facts lean Iargely to the contrary opinion, leav-
ing no weak ground for the hope that Crow's
Wing reached the plasasant pastures prepared for
all good and faithful horses.

The facts ran as follows:

Oue evening about twilight my grandfather
was sitting on the east piazza—the same where
years before be had kissed my grandmotber’s
band and commended her to the care of the sol-
diers’' God.

It was again June, and the air was scented
with roses mingled with the odor of wild pine
and purple eclematis, One star shone in the cold
biue heavens; one lonely star that might have
been tbe eye of some unbappy mother set to
watch the wanderings of an erring child.

My grandfather was weary; moreover he was
out of his humor. He had ridden ten miles that
day to a weighbering city, and just as bhe came
within sight of the spires and cupolas, Crow's
Wiog bad planted his fore feet and refused to
enter. The animal had meant to bring some
message: he always meant something, soms
forewarning, when he acted thus, and my erand-
father bad straightway turned about and gal-
loped homeward.

It was high noon, and my grandfather put the
horse to his best speed, for he fancied an unseen
hand had given the silver bit a slight shake,
burryiog him in from danger. He bhad fancied
s0; the sun shone in his eyes, he was not sure,
but he fancied it waa so.

Crow's Wing had intended to warn him—the
message he had meant to bring him had not
been made plain, and my aocestor, sitting on the
step of the sast piazza, heedless of the perfume,
and the one star sbining above the lovely lawn,
fretted bimself iuto a fever because of Crow's
Wing's behavior.

As be sat thus, with his head bowed upon his
handas, his elbows upon bis koees, Crow's Wing
himself creps through the privet hedge which
partially inclosed my gracdfather’s lawn, and
made straight the Ogure upon the piazza
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soft, green sward; ke moved as nolselessly and
as swiftly as a black phantom.

My grandfather started when the elay eold
nostrils rubbed his throat. It wasas the toush
of the dead. The next moment he followed the
:tl‘d familiar habit of stroking the soft, black

roat.

Crow’s Wing was not content, however, with
caresses. He made as thongh to pluck my

andfather's sleeve, and the master, whose

aith in the steed’s gift of foresight had never
weakened, arose at once. and with bhis arm
thrown lightly across the proud neck followed
the Crow’s Wingacross the sward, through the
privet, toward the burying ground of his dead
and forgotten ancestors.

My grandfather did not approve of the diree-
tion of the evening walk, and trembled some-
what lest the animal should stop among the
graves of his forefathers.

But it was not so. The Crow's Wing did not
stop, and soon my grandfather began to suspecst
him of maneuvering for his company.

Consequently he removed his arm from the
horse's neck and turned back toward the newly
plowed fields, and the grave-yard, beyond which
the lights from the ancestral mansion shone
down the long length of the white plame privet.

“You're getting old my boy, like your master,”
he said, but a stranger witnessing the ea
cat by Crow's Wing when my grandfather
turned back would have sworn mno old horse
could have performed such feats of limb and
heel, to say nothing of snorting whinneying and
pawing of the earth.

My grandfather went on, somewhat provoked
indeed that he haa been led upon such a fruit-
less and unsatisfactory expedition.

And all the while Crow's Wing was sniffing
and snorting, as if, as Hercules said, the wvery
devil were come to feteh him.

And all the while my dear old grandfather
was losing more and more his patience.

But the crowning stroke was put to his
gion when the unaccountable Crow’s Wing plant-
ed himeelf in the path and effectually barred his

age.

My grandfather was furious. He lifted his
right arm and with all bis strength struck blind-
ly into the black face 80 near his own.

*(Go 1o the devil,” he roared, **with your devil-
ish tricks.”

The proud beast stood motionless a moment,
as | bave once or twice seen & human being do
wheon hearing for the time that some beloved one
has turned traitor. Then he dropped bhis magnifi-
cent head between his forelegs and galioped
away io the darkuess.

My graudfather heard the elick of his iron
shoes as they struck now and then upon a rock
on the hard hills toward which he sped.

In vain my ancestor reproached himaselfl; in
vain did he call in the most caressing of tones,
and agaln and again give the sweet, shrill
whistle that had never yet failled to find re-
sponse. In wvain; Crow's Wing was gone, and
gone forever—in the flesh.

That he retoroed in the spirit I have no rea-
T“ whatever to doubt and much reason to be-

ieve,

My grandfather aged rapidly aftsr Crow's
Wing's mysterious disappearance. And as the
years crowded upon his head strange fancies
crowded into it

He spoke often of his wild beauty, often and
tenderly.

“I rode Crow's Wing over to M——last night,’
he would sometimes say to my mother at break-
fast.

“*And it is alie they tell, who say I stroek him.”

Then he wouid drop bis chin into bhis bhand
and sigh.

Sometimes when a neighbor would eall in the
old man would lean eagerly forward in his gréat
arm chair and ask:

“Did you meet my horse, air, as you camef I
am waiting for him; the rasecal has run off.”

Again be wonld ask ina half whisper, “Do
yoa believe in broken hearts?”

One night a silence fell upon the old ancestral
home. The midoight's wing hung hu7 with-
out: within the candles sputtered in their silver
sockets, showing the cot by the open window
upon which lay my ancestor, dying. The win-
dows opened to the east,and through them floated
the odor of June roses and wild pive, mingled
with the faint sweet seent of the clematis.

And through the broad old easement came
another sound than the beating of the purple
pines against the eaves of the quaint old home.-
stead. A sound of hurrying hoofs, a shard click
of iron shoes upon the hard hills beyond the
sward and the loneiy grave-yard.

The watcbers held their hearts to listen, and
Death himself stood aside while my grandfather
lifted his hand through the open casement—and
beckoned.

Nearer came the phantom steed, pearer the
elick. olick of the boofs until they struck the soft
sward of the lawn, and the watchers saw,
blacker than midoight, the form of Crow’s
Wioe st the open window, and st his throat,
elinging 10 a silver bit, a woman's hand, small
“dB:::‘:i safl Eood Crow's Wing.”
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My graodfather lifted himself im bed.
bas come for me,” be
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The Long Ago,

Oh! a wonderful stream is the river of Time,
As it runs through the realm of tesrs,

With a fanitless rhythm and a musical rhyme,
As it blends in the occan of years.

How the winters are drifting like flakes of 1 ow,

And the summer-like buds between,
And the years in the sheaf, how they come and they go
On the river's breast, with its ebb and its flow,

As it glides in the shadow and sheen.

There's a magieal islo up the river Time,
Where the softest of sirs are plaving,
There's a cloudless sky and a tropical clime,
And a song as sweet as a vesper chime,
And the June with the roses are straying.

And the name of the isle is “Long Ago,"
And we bury our treasures there;
There are brows of beauty and bosoms of snow,
There are heaps of dust—ah, we loved them so;
There are trinkets and tresses of hair.

There are fragments of song that nobody sings,
are parts of an infant's prayer,
There's a lute unswept and s heart without strings,
There are broken vows gnd pleces of rings
And the garments cur Joved ones used to wear.

There are hands that are waved from the fairy shore,
By the fitful mirage he lifted in air,
And we sometimes hear through the turbulent roar
Sweet voices we heard in the days gone before,
When the wind down the river was fair.

Oh! remembered for ave be that blessed isle,
All the day of our life antil night;

And when evening glows with its beautiful smile,
And our eves are elosing in slumbers awhile,
May the greenwood of soul be in sight.
—B, F. Taylor,
. L
Under the Rose.
HE—(Aside).
If I should steal a Yittls kiss
Oh, would she weep, 1 wonder!
I tremble at the thought of bliss
If I should steal a little kiss'
Sueh pouting lips would never miss
The dainty bit of plander;
If I should steal a little kiss,
Oh, would she weep, [ wonder!

sHE—(Aside).
He longs to steal a kiss of mine—
He may if he'll return it;
If I can read the tender 8ign
He longs to steal a kiss of mine;
*“In love and war”—you know the line;
Why eannot be discern it!
He longs to steal a kiss of mine—
He may if he'll return.

BOTH—(Five minutes later).
A little kiss when no one sees—
Where is the imtrnpriﬁy!
How sweet nmid the birds and hees
Q little kiss when no onled séns:
Nor is it wrong the world agrees,
If taken with sobriety.
A little kiss when no one sees,
Where is the imuropriety!

—Samuel Minturn Peck.
— e

L'Eaan Dormante,

I.

Curled up and sitting on her feet

Within the window's deep embrasure,
!.A d;n; sn;l muftho street,

, with eyes of roguish azure,

Watehes her buried in her book.
In vain he tries to win a look,
And from the trellis over there
Blows sundry kisses through the air,
Which miss the mark, and fall useer
Uncared for. Lydia is thirteen.

IL

My lad, if you, without abuse,
ill take advice from one who's wiser,
And put his wisdom to more uss
Than ever vet did your adviser;

If you will let, as none will do,

Another's heartbreak serve for two,

You'll have a care, some fonr vears henes,

How you lounge there by yonder fence

And blow those kisses through that sereen—

For Lydia will be seventeen.
—F. B. Aldrich, In Atlantic,
| -

Walting for the Bagle.

We wait for the bugle; the night dews are eold,
Limbs of the soldiers feel jaded and old,
of our bivouas is windy and bare,
ere is lead in our joints, there is frost in our hale,
The future is veiled and its fortnnes unknown
As we lie with hushed breath till the bugle is blown,

At the sound of that bugle each comrade shall

Like an arrow re! from the strain of the
rage. the impulse of youth shall come back

To banish the chill of the drear bivouse,

And sorrows and losses and cares fade away

When that life-giving signal proclaims the new day.

Though the bivs of veins
i g o ey i bt
m‘uh::.mnduol yesterday's march are not
And the sunlight seems pals and *he branches are
Though the sound of our cheeri; down to &

L moan,
Wo shall ind our lost youth when  sugle is blown.
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| earefully reviewioe the

New York Herala, acting s Hitle m'.
Hushand (who has been a BT

ever since h‘o returned from the office)—Nellis,

dear, I fear—indeed, |1 am quite sure—you musl

have scen me kiss the this morniag

How ean I—~ Nellis Dear (sweetly _

pever mind, Eidward, dear; I kissed the \

boy and gas reached the

street-car.” It's all

injured and insal

did whoop things up! Man is &

anyhow.
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A Splendid Subjoet. -
Omaha World.
Metropolitan Editor—Write an .‘:.l:i article,

t t Central Africa, the dangers t
on of Cent
travel from men and beasts, giving the line
Stanley’s probable march, and your conclusions
regardivg Stanley's bable fate,
istant—I don't know snything about it

“Neither does any one else. Its a splendi{

subject for fine writing.”

——
What a Nice Umbrelia Costa.
New York Sun.

Brown—That's & handsome umbreélls  you'wy

got there, Robinson.
Robinson—Yes

Brown—About what does it cost o earry am
umbrells like that!
Robinson—Eternal vigilance.

ettt
Love’s Young Dream.
New York Snn.

“Birdis," whispsred a happy young Chicape
lover, “now that we are engaged you musta%
call me Mr, Porcine any more.”

“Ah no, darling,” responded the girl, with o
sigh and & snugele, *‘you must always call me
‘Birdie’ and I will always call you ‘Buteh.’”

—— /
Ths Epoch,

Bobby (whose grandpa is sleepiag
lounge aud snoring as only grandpas ean e -
~—Ma, is grandpa so very

Mother—Yeos, dear. .

Bobby—Well, you woulda't think so to heas
him, would you, mal

e et ———
Of Small Value,
New York Son.

Husband (contemplatively)—How true it i,
my dear, that the good that men do is oft ine
s'Dose

terred with their booea,

Wife (not econtemplatively)—Yes, I
there's so little of it that it isn't considered
worth saving.

——
An Aristocratic Wound,
Time,
Al—Were you ever bitten by a jelly-fish when
bathiog!
an ordinsry
ia Coban

Mrs. Parvenu—Yes; bat not
jelly-fish, By a guava jelly
waters.

—~——

Which One?
Life,

Sympathetic Old Lady (to eonviet,—
unfortunate friend, your fate is M‘:. I:
one, and as she thinks of you here in this dread-
ful place, how your poor wife must suffer!

Convict (very much affected)—Wh—whish
one, mum! I'm up for bigamy.

e
A Studeant of the Gama.
New York Sun.
“Well, voung man,” said s sportinegoods
dealer, “‘what can we do for youl™
“l‘il“ you books on
L 2] u-

“‘Gi’ me 'The Rise an’ Fall of the Reman Um-
pire.’”

Puck.

Brown—I understand you have had an addi.
tion to your family.

Jones—Yes, aud something to earry.

———
A Wicked Reply.
San Franciseo Post,
He—Ian't Mrs. Maydanp's black balr
She—I don't think it balf as becoming as
light brown.
————

A pretty basket, which may be used as & wall
pocket or merely as an oroament, is
g:ndamw hat. Sometimes it s




